A  PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               261

but petty incidents to one who could exercise an illimitable
power over the passions of his kind. If, amid the common
losses of common life, the sympathy of a single friend can
bear its balm, could I find no solace, even for my great
bereavement, in the love of nations and the admiration of
ages?

Thus reflecting, I suddenly dashed into invention; and,
in my almost constant walks on deck, I poured forth a crowd
of characters, and incidents, and feelings, and images, a ad
moulded them into a coherent and, as I hoped, beautiful
form. I longed for the moment when I could record them
on a scroll more lasting than my memory ; and, upheld by
this great purpose, I entered, with a calm if not cheerful
countenance, the famous port of Leghorn.

END   OF   PART   111,.